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After the Fall
by Askold Skalsky
She told me I was dirt. A muekball on the face o f  the green earth. Then she pointed her 
finger. "Look at yourself." (I was standing in my old checkered robe, three days of 
stubble on my face, eyes baggy, hair unwashed.) “W ho would ever want you?” 1 
reminded her that man was an exceptional kind o f  theophany, a copula muntli. Because 
he was made in G od 's  image, his innermost being shared in divine unknowability. “ No 
more copulas for you. buzzo,” she shot back and slammed the door on her way out. 
leaving me sagging like a thirsty plum, exiled in postlapsarian dust.
Pliolo In Joel Kendall
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